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alike to eye and palate. If you stayed there to meditate
before a meal, you would hear Simoneau all about the
kitchen, and rattling among the dishes/'

The fragment breaks off, or we should have had a
picture of M. Simoneau, the proprietor, with whom
Stevenson " played chess and discussed the universe "
daily. At his table there " sat down, day after day, a
Frenchman, two Portuguese, an Italian, a Mexican, and
a Scotsman; they had for common visitors an American
from Illinois, a nearly pure-blood Indian woman, and a
naturalised Chinese; and from time to time a Switzer
and a German came down from country ranches for the
night."

This society afforded Stevenson most of the diversion
that he could now spare the time to enjoy. Of his ad-
ventures in the forest he has told us, and chiefly of that
day when, setting fire to a tree in mere experiment and
idleness of mind, he ran for his life in fear of being
lynched. But during all these weeks he was working
as he had hardly worked before. Half of a novel called
A Vendetta in the W^si was written, and the whole of
Tbe Pavilion on the Links, which he had begun in Lon-
don, was despatched to England* The scenery of the
latter was, I believe, suggested by Dirleton in East
Lothian* near North Berwick, and midway between
Tantallon and Gillane, haunts of his boyhood, to which
he returned in C&Mona. At the same time he was
writing up his emigrant experiences, about half of the
original manuscript being completed at Monterey.
There was a tiny local newspaper, The Monterey Cali-
fornian, of which one of his friends was owner, editor,
printer, and everything else, and to this Stevenson oc-
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